THE TRAIN
"Nobody is sending me. I'll go of my free will.55
A quiver passed over her face.
"They're beating us, oh, how they're beating us,
Nikolai. ..."
He looked at her, confused.
"Beating us—but not for long.55
"Oh, I know it's just for the moment! I've seen a man
from Vilna. It's so awful. ... I don't want to talk about
it. Ask me something else. What was it you were going
to ask me?"
"Lyalya and Igor?"
"Lyalya's working. People say that they're going to
be sent off too in a few days. Igor has left with the first
lot"
"Where?"
"To Pskov."
She burst into tears. He dropped her hand and looked
at her in horror. She had never cried in the old days.
He remembered how he had sometimes felt twinges of
jealousy—she always seemed to put her son first. The
boy was nothing to be proud of—lazy, rude, always
away from home, running about, God knows where,
and the doctor had resented her readiness to forgive the
lad anything, the way she kept saving tastiest portions
for him, and put their daughter second. But now he
understood—she had intuitively felt that there was a
special destiny awaiting the boy, the destiny of war;
hadn't she often said: "Don't worry, he'll finish school,
serve his time in the army, an4 all that'll be smoothed
out," She had known he'd be going with the first group
to dig trenches; that was why she had loved him best
and spoiled him. ...
"Sonechka, don't cry," said the doctor. "Why^ he's
not been killed yet, dear, no need to cry like that!"
*Tm not crying about him. I'd go myself, if it wasn't
for my work. I'm crying because I can't bear to listen to
those communiques."
Yes, her work. He had not asked anything about her
work.
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